Mother met me at the station where she had been waiting all day long impatiently. She held me close to her. She kissed me on the lips. She overflowed with joy. " So you have fallen in love. You are to be a bride," she repeated until we came home, as we walked through the cluttered streets from the station to our house. I wished her to tell me what she had been doing, what she had been planning, if there had been weddings or births in the family. But mother only smiled and said that she had been altogether too much occupied with other things to know how friends and relatives fared. She wanted to hear everything about " him."
Mother and I sat in the dark little dining-room or in the hot kitchen preparing for my lover's coming. " And are his people very an American. [153]
